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Do Business by Mail 
Start with accurate lists of names we 
furnish—build solidly. Choose from the 
following or any others desired. 
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Tin Can Mfrs, Axle Grease Mfrs. 
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Our complete book of mailing 
statistics on 7000 classes of pros- 
pective customers for the asking. 
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The Woman 
Came Last 


To Van Camp’s— A Queer Fact 


This is for housewives to ponder. 

Years ago there appeared a new dish of Baked Beans called Van 
‘Camp’s. The beans were mealy, mellow, whole. A wondrous sauce was 
baked into them. The dish had new’ tang and zest. 

The dish was chef-baked, in far-away kitchens; yet it brought to the 
table a fresh oven aroma. 

It meant less cooking, smaller meat bills. It meant delightful, hearty 
meals ready for instant serving. 

Does it not seem that women—by the masses—would be the first to 
welcome such a dish? 

But it wasn’t so. The men came first. They urged Van Camp’s. 
And even today this is known as the man’s dish—as the “Club Style” 
Pork and Beans. It is served to men in thousands of noon-day lunchrooms. 

Yet it now has won millions of women. 


VAN CAMP's 


PorkK« BEANS fomaro sauce 


Also Baked Without the Sauce 
10, 15 and 20 Cents Per Can 


. Do you realize how much this National Dish owes to our kitchens and our 
chefs? 
This zestful sauce is a Van Camp creation. 
Baking the sauce with the beans, so the tang goes through, was a Van 
Camp invention. 
he Van Camp ovens brought about right a. 3 In these ovens the 
beans are baked for hours without crisping or bursting. In old-time ways beans 
were not even half-baked. They always resisted digestion. 
1. In these days we pick out our beans by analysis, to get beans that all bake 
alike. 
Baked Beans become a delicacy—a frequent, favorite dish—when a home 
adopts Van Camp’s. 
You owe yourself a knowledge of Van Camp’s. 


Buy a can of Van Camp’s Beans to try. If you do not find them the best 
you ever ate, your grocer will refund your money. 
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Is This the Way It Affected You? 


One of our good friends in Sioux 
City, Iowa, followed our advice about 
giving Puck in its new size a thorough 
trial before registering his opinion. He 
writes: 


Dear Pucx: Cold shivers ran down by 
spine when first you changed your book and 
size. I thought that America’s most daring 
humorous publication was a thing of the 
past. 

It was with a heart full of despair that I 
picked up your last issue; and, behold, 
Puck, good old Puck, had partaken of the 
spring of youth and was once more in our 
midst. 

I am pleased beyond expression. 

Sincerely yours, 
A. Van WaceneN, Jr. 


Speaking of Daring 

Hundreds of our readers with a sense 
of the artistic have frequently asked us, 
“Why don’t you print a real poster 
cover—something that Jugend or Sim- 
plicissimus would do?” So we commis- 
sioned Fritz Winold Reiss, one of the 
foremost exponents of Munich poster 
art at present in this country, to do us 
a cover in his most fantastic technique. 

It appears on next week’s Puck. In 
conception, in originality of technique, 
and in the exceptional brilliancy of its 
color, it represents a school of art that 
has only within a comparatively short 
time succeeded in securing expression 
on this side of the water. 

Another feature in next week’s Puck 
is a reproduction of what is undoubt- 
edly the most amazing front page of a 
newspaper ever isgued in New York. 
You'll hardly believe it possible that 
such news could be featured in a met- 
ropolitan journal. 
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MOTHER GOOSE IN POLITICS 


There was a little man and he had a little gun, 

And his bullets were made of lead—lead—lead, 

He shot straight up at the big round sun, 

And the bullets came down on his head—head—head. 





GRINAGRAMS 


It is denied that Von Tirpitz has re- 
signed. He has quit for a while, but 
is merely taking a holiday. On just 
what German submarine Von Tirpitz is 
enjoying himself is not stated. 


When the Czar assumed personal 
command of his armies, the Grand 
Duke Nicholas was sent to the Cau- 
casus. Caucasus is Russian for bush 


league. 





“I have yet to meet a thoroughly bad 
man,” says Henry Ford. Henry should 
stroll out on a lonely’ road some rainy 
day and meet the man whose carburetor 
is full of miscellany, who has had two 
blow-outs and whose differential is 
somewhere in the mud. 





“ Dardanelles to fall in three weeks,” 
is the gist of a report from Roumania. 
The Dardanelles may be likened to the 
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leaning tower of Pisa. It looks as 
though it might fall any moment, yet it 
doesn’t. 





“ No woman ever found real happiness 
in a career, and I’m going to throw 
mine to the four winds the instant a 
man enters my life with his love and a 
home as a substitute for the bright 
lights of the gay white way.” 

—A Chatty Actress. 


On your marks, men. Get set! Go! 





Writes an optimist: “ The ballot will 
soon take the place of the bullet.” Yes, 
but what will become of the war-stocks ? 
There isn’t much money in making bal- 
lots, 





An important Wall Street firm yes- 
terday paid $2,900 for $29 worth of 
stock.—Financial item. 

Turn about is fair play. Many a 
*‘ small investor” has paid Wall Street 
$2,900 for $29 worth of stock. 


When writing to advertisers, please mention Puck 
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we can think of some simple thing to patent? Pro- 
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October 27, 1820 
A fine day for the hunt. We 
started at daybreak and gath- 
ered at noon for dinner. We 
took with us some good 


Old Overholt Rye 


“Same for 100 years” 

_ Todayas of yore Old Overholt 
is still chosen as the one bever- 
age to seasonagood day’s sport. 
Its uniform purity and flavor 
make it the choice of all crit- 
ical men. Aged in the wood, 
bottled in bond. 


A. OVERHOLT & CO, 
Pittsburgh, Pa. = 
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Qne thing the war has 
not done — it hasn’t 
robbed us of Cook’s 
Imperial Extra Dry, the 
champagne that never did 
have to bear a foreign label 
to make it as rich, pure, 
bubbling and full of the 
soul of the grape as any 
wine anybody, anywhere 
ever bought. 

Sold everywhere— 
Served everywhere 


AMERICAN WineE Co. 
ST. LOUIS, U.8.4. 3 




















RCH e 
BLOCKADEN, 


Pn. 
CONTRABAND “stay 


V4, 





" ' ee 14 of 
Ww oA Gig, 7 = = a 
Leo GS - ——— 
——SSSSS=EEo 








THE NEWS IN RIME 


Verses by DANA BURNET Illustrations by MERLE JOHNSON 





Sir Bryan has recovered from 
The farmer’s osculation. 
It was an epoch-making kiss, 
A kiss that shook the nation. 
Oh, Bearded Clod, thy sounding smack 
Shall echo down the ages, 
We hope it will 
(At least until 
The public reads these pages). 





The Jewelers have now evolved 
A wrist watch for the masses. 
The Austrians are stingy with 
Their well-known Alpine passes. 
A lover wrecked his honeymoon 
By swallowing a fishbone, 
The Balkan States 
Are making dates 
To delve for Turkey’s wishbone. 





Lord Garrison and Colonel Ted 
Exchanged a verbal buffet. 
Sir Woodrow filled the pipe of peace 
And trustfully did puff it. 
The King of Sweden stubbed his toe— 
Quick, Watson, th’ ultimatum! 
The pacifists 
Would slap the wrists 
Of foes—but never hate ’em. 


A billet-doux was trusted to 
A collie dog named Thomas. 
Who dropped it in the wrong girl’s lap, 
Who sued for breach of promise. 
The Giants plan to write a book 
Entitled “ Our Best Cellar,” 
The straw chapeau 
Must shortly geau, 
And isn’t Greece a Heller? 


Josephus Daniels swept the seas 
With armored oratory. 
Last year he said the fleet was fit— 
He’s sticking to the story. 
The schoolboy with his shining face* 
Renews his search for knowledge, 
The bride’s “ obey ” 
Is now passé, 


And Mars has entered college. 





* Poet's license. 


The Bull Moose as a curio 
Will soon outstrip the Bison, 
The early crop of autumn plays 
Is really most entyson. 
Miss Farrar thinks that motherhood 
Obstructs one’s art unduly, 
The Tzar is neat 
Upon his feet, 


And Villa loves us truly. 





Sir Henry Ford abhors a sword, 
It’s such a waste of metal. 
The Kaiser is the largest bill 
We'll ever have to settle. 
°Tis said that pearls for working girls 
Are much too ostentatious, 
The Germans rued 
Their Tirpitztude— 
And puns are most mendacious. 















































THE GENII OF INTOLERANCE 


A Dancerovus ALLY FOR THE CAUSE OF WOMEN SUFFRAGE 
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A Word of Caution to Our Suffrage Friends 


puck has long been a staunch advocate of 
equal suffrage, and a word of caution at 
this time, therefore, comes from a friendly pen. 

We refer to the adroitness with which the 
stern-visaged Prohibitionist has affixed a dan- 
gerous tail to the suffrage kite. 

A careful canvass of voters who have regis- 
tered their disapproval of suffrage has brought 
to light a virtual unanimity of reasons for their 
objection to women voting. First and foremost 
of these reasons is the assumption that women 
suffrage spells Prohibition. 

We believe that this assumption springs from 
the white ribbon camp. Suffrage is too near its 
goal to escape the attentions of the little band 
that. would deprive us of our right to live our 
lives as we see fit. 


OMEN should not labor under the mis- 
apprehension that the Demon Rum is the 
only nightmare in the Prohibition menagerie. 

The rock-ribbed reformer merely stalks his 
game with a milk-white flag and the dragon of 
alcohol. In those states that have fallen under 
his spell, an amazing Noah’s Ark of other legal 
horrors have made their appearance. 

For, let it be understood, the Prohibitionist 
thirsts for prohibition, and once he has pro- 
hibited rum, he lays about him for other ills to 
prohibit. 

In some states he has sought to prohibit kiss- 
ing. This was a palpable play for the spinster 
influence, and although it overrode one of the 
cherished joys of Hobsonism, the movement had 
the earnest support of all those pure-minded 
souls who demand the right to deny their neigh- 
bors something that their neighbors desired. 

In other parched sections, the anger of the 
Prohibitionist has been vented against the peek- 
a-boo waist, the lip-stick and the corset. These 
artificial aids to a more attractive womanhood 
served only to arouse the ire of the gentlemen in 
long black frock coats and string ties. Not that 
these little boudoir accessories inebriated, but in 
the creed of the Prohibitionist they are dangerous 
to the public weal, and must therefore be sup- 
pressed. 


OVELS have likewise come under the stern 
ban of Hobsonism. They instruct our 
young in the mazes of the world-old story of 








love; they inculcate principles of generosity and 
broad vision, and picture lives filled to the brim 
with the pure joy of living. Therefore, they are 
dangerous; the white-ribboner’s index expurga- 
torius is a roster of all men of letters save John 
Bunyan. 


Nor are the sweets of the mind alone refused 
those souls marooned under Prohibition domin- 
ion. The lure of chocolates is denied the debu- 
tante; her little brother is grudged the seductive 
lollipop and the cool depths of the ice cream 
cone. 


No, ladies, your suffrage kite is carrying a 
streamer that drags the ground. Better to ampu- 
tate it once and for all. Hobsonism is too heavy 
a cross for any worthy movement to shoulder. 


Vox Theodoris 


OF the people who make up the population of 
the United States a majority, we believe, 
are grateful for the presence of Woodrow Wilson 
in the White House. In a nation numbering 
one hundred million souls, however, it is quite 
conceivable that here and there in the popula- 
tion are those who “deplore” the absence of the 
“Strong Hand” of Theodore. 


According to his gratuitous statements at 
various times in the last three months, Theo- 
dore’s hand, if at the helm, would be a very 
strong hand indeed. And yet, if one has a 
passable memory for things political, even an 
advocate of the Strong Hand may become rec- 
onciled to the absence of the Colonel from Wash- 
ington. There is such a mighty difference be- 
tween a strong hand and a strong voice. 


When the Colonel was president of the United 
States, there were times when his voice was 
stronger, much stronger, than his hhand. In 
advocating certain reforms, Vox Theodoris was 
uncompromising. Nothing short of everything 
demanded would suffice. If the Republican 
majority in Congress would not give the people 
of the United States what it was their right to 
expect, then Vox Theodoris would accept assist- 
ance for the cause of good government from 
Democrats. Some of the latter believed the 
Voice, and were a bit sore, naturally, when it 
weakened without warning and took what it 
could get by a straight party vote rather than 
fight for all it wanted and share the credit with 
Democrats. Reform, in other words, was not 
as sacred as party regularity. The Strong 
Hand, upon occasion, could array itself in the 
silken glove of compromise, and Vox Theodoris 
purr as well as bellow. 


Senator Tillman of South Carolina could 
reminisce entertainingly on this subject, if we are 
not mistaken. But we delve into the past, not to 
stir up old controversies, but solely to register 
the suggestion that in matters of public im- 
portance the Strong Voice and the Strong Hand 
are not necessarily synonymous. 
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New Ballade of Last Year’s Snow 


By Ricwarp Le GALLIENNE 





Villon, in French none may forget, 
“ What has become of last year’s snow ?” 
You asked—nor is there answer yet; 
And where did those dead ladies go 
With bosoms worn exceeding low, 
With hair of gold, and lips of red? 
It drifted—would you really know— 
Flake after flake upon my head. 


Ah! Suns may rise and suns may set, 
Catullus told us long ago, 

But, howsoe’er we fume and fret; 
The wind takes all our mortal show, 
And youth hath scarcely time to blow 

In Life’s brief garden, ere ’tis fled— 
Yet why so early settle so 





Flake after flake upon my head ? 


But yesterday my locks were jet, 


Rival of raven and crow, 


Yet, while I dined with Juliet, 
And passed the wine-cup to and fro, 
ail the glory and the glow, 
The grey was creeping thread by thread, 
Falling, a soft insidious foe, 


Flake after flake upon my head. 


For 


Envoi 


Ah! 


Successor to the Kiss 


Dr. E.. W. Grover, president of the Board 
of Health here, has announced that the 
ancient custom of kissing must stop. Dr. 
Grover advocates the “ pat-pat” as a sub- 
stitute. To apply the “ pat-pat,” a couple 
should approach each other within hand- 
shaking distance, pat each other lightly on 
the cheek and smile. 

—Huntington, W. Va., despatch. 


He planted a passionate pat-pat upon 
her upturned cheek. 
—Extract from a love story. 


Gwendolyn stood demurely under the 
mistletoe, and in another instant Clar- 
ence had deftly pat-patted her. 

“How dare you pat-pat me, sir!” 
she cried. 

—From any old Christmas yarn. 


“ Dearest, I send you ten thousand 


Prince, the sorry overthrow ! 
A man might just as well be dead, 
When once the years begin to sow 


Flake after flake upon his head. 
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pat-pats. Your last pat-pat still burns 
upon my face.” 
—Section of a mush letter. 


“Ts is useless for you to struggle, my 
proud beauty,” he hissed. 

Seizing her roughly, Dalton pushed 
the glorious head back, pack, BACK, 
and leered into the frightened eyes. 

“T am going to pat-pat you; do you 
hear, girl? To pat-pat you!” he cried. 


“And now, gentlemen,” said Ter- 
rence, our guide, “would any o’ yez 
loike to pat-pat the Blarney Stone? ” 

—Travels in Ireland. 





Dr. Dumba’s ability to get “ in bad ” 
may have been due to the fact that his 
middle name is Theodore. Theodore is 
a sort of synonym for indiscretion. 
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The New German Order 


The Kaiser and his Imperial Chan- 
cellor were in confidential session. 

“T have been thinking, Hollweg,” 
continued the Kaiser, “‘ of those noble 
sons of the Fatherland, the editors 
of the German-American newspapers. 
What can we do to express our im- 
perial appreciation of their conduct?” 

The Chancellor immersed himself in 
thought, but the Kaiser was the first to 
be inspired. 

“ Hollweg,” he cried, “I have it! 
It is magnificent. We shall found an 
order, a new order, for the especial 
benefit of these heroes in the trenches 
of journalism. Order two freight cars 
of the best iron sent to the Imperial 
Medal Works at once. Each German- 
American editor shall be decorated with 
the Order of the Iron Hyphen.” 














SOME PHYSICAL CULTURE POSES WHICH THE NEWSPAPERS HAVE YET TO PRINT 










Drill 


Exercise 


Above—Double-Chin 
Left—Ankle-Watch 


Right—Shoe-Lace 


Movement 


ey 














| Weights 


Exhibition of Chest | 













Combining Industry and Physical Culture 





Leg-Pulling Exercise 








The George Sand has al- 
First ways seemed to me 
Feminist the original feminist, 


though historically 
she was not. But not even Mary 
Wollstonecraft Godwin dared to 
wear trousers in public or smoke 
strong cigars; that she aspired to 
neither of these things has noth- 
ing to do with the case. In the 
public imagination “strong pai 
minded” is even associated with eC cap 
bad manners in a female. I’ve : 
been reading Samuel Rocheblave’s 
“ George Sand ex Sa Fille” (it 
ought to be in English), also 
Caro’s monograph on George, and 
both proved interesting. George 
Sand was a maternal nymphoma- 
niac, nevertheless the most sig- 
nificant part of her life is not the 
list of her lovers. We hold no 
brief for or against her conduct. 
At the beginning she was the 
victim of circumstances; later 
on she craved notoriety. At times she posed as the 
self-elected avenger of man’s “inhumanity” to woman. 
But we beg to doubt that she was the impassioned 
creature the world believed her to be or that she 
believed herself to be. Dumas even denies her such 
temperament. Cerebral she always was, too often mor- 
bid and curious, and’ avid as to making “copy.” It 
should not be forgotten that she was a sphinx of the ink- 
well. She worked like a master-builder for four decades; 
worked when she was happy or unhappy. She was the 
first woman journalist, employing that word in a broad 
sense. Everything she enjoyed or suffered she turned into 
type, and it is not difficult to realize that once the habit 
had crystallized, once the sixth sense, the news sense, had 
become a vital necessity, she went gaily along the broad 
and primrose path, setting off the pyrotechnics of passion. 
She snared many male victims with her Bengal lights and 
silken phrases, and whenever a fresh novel appeared the 
Parisian boulevardier asked: “‘ Who’s the man now?” She 
changed her lovers almost annually. 


A Jules Sandeau, the writer, was her first ac- 
Lovely credited lover. He introduced her to Paris 
Anecdote literary life, and frgm him she got her pen 

name. But it was only an episode. She 
emerged from the adventure carrying away half of his 
name, though not of his heart. Jules Claretie once told a 
capital anecdote. In 1870, when Madame Sand was an 
old woman, full of honors, charming and kind of heart, she 
went to visit the Minister of Instruction. There, being de- 
tained in the antechamber, she fell into conversation with 
a well-groomed old man who wore the Legion of Honor. 
After ten minutes’ chat the unknown consulted his watch, 
arose, and bowed to Madame Sand. “If I could always 
find such a charming companion I would visit the Minis- 
try often,” he gallantly said, and went away. The novel- 
ist called an attendant. ‘“ Who is that amiable old gentle- 
man?” she asked. “ That, Madame, is M. Jules Sandeau 
of the French Academy.” And on leaving, he, too, inquired 
of the doorkeeper the name of the lady. Ah! George Sand. 
What a lot of head shaking must have ensued. We do not 
always return to our first love, as the proverb has it, nor 
do journeys always end in lovers’ meetings. These old 
folks didn’t recognize the ghosts of their youth. It is a 
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good story, but rather sad, after 
all. 


George Sand was not Not 
beautiful Edouard gq 
Grenier says that she 
was short and stout; 
“her eyes were wonderful, but a 
little too close together.” Do you 
recall Heine’s description: “ Fem- 
ine avec l'oeil sombre”? Black 
they were, those eyes, and they 
reminded Grenier at once of un- 
polished marble and of velvet. 
“Her nose was thick and not 
overshapely. Her mouth was 
rather coarse and her chin small. 
She spoke with great simplicity 
and her manner was very quiet,” 
adds Grenier. Yet, with this 
rather negative physical appa- 
ratus, she conquered men like a 
Napoleon in petticoats. Even 
Thiers, prim old President Thiers, 
tried to kiss her once and her 
“He giggled in a silly way 
It seems incredible, if you have ever 


Beauty 


indignation was epical. 
when reproved.” 


- seen Bonnot’s portrait of this solemn statesman (Flau- 


bert said that Thiers was an old humbug and I be- 
lieve him. Politicians of every race and clime are 
humbugs. If they weren’t humbugs they wouldn’t be 
politicians.) At first Chopin had disliked George Sand. 
Liszt was her lover for one day only. Their per- 
sonalities were too domineering. She said that Liszt 
was more occupied in saying his prayers to the Holy Vir- 
gin than to her. Ah! jealousy is green-eyed. In his 
frigid fashion Mérimée, the author of ‘“‘ Carmen” (pardon 
me for this gratuitous information, but in these days of 
canned culture, chewing-gum and profound indifference to 
art, literature and music, I feared that some one might 
mistake Mérimée for a moving-picture dramatist). Michel 
de Bourges treated her rudely. Poor Alfred de Musset— 
soaked in absinthe and poetry—seemed the only one of her 
amorous chain-gang who loved her romantically and loved 
even to the last. What was her attraction? Her pictures 
show her to have been a dark-haired, olive-skinned ma- 
tronly looking woman, certainly not of a sylph-like figure. 
But she had brains, she had magnetism. That she could 
have loved all her lovers seems impossible, though she is 
a fine object lesson for those who maintain that women are 
never polyandrous. George was polyandrous. She had 
the temperament. She had the will to throw her bonnet 
over the windmill when she saw a man she liked, and while 
she severely suffered at first, she, being an artist, made a 
literary asset of these sufferings. Whether she had an 
operative conscience we do not know, beyond the inescap- 
able fact that she preaches morality in her later stories. 
Compared with the feminist fiction of to-day, Sand’s is 
positively idyllic. Yet it was considered so immoral by her 
own generation that to be seen with one of her books was 
enough to damn a man. Other males, other tales! She 
is the true ancestor of the New Woman. She puts into 
practice what she preached. She mocked matrimony— 
having been mated to a drunken brute (therefore all men 
are drunken brutes; feminist logic!) and she consoled her- 
self according to her lights, which were hardly heavenly. 
She dared to “ live her own life,” as the phrase goes, and 
for her courage she deserves applause. Brave old George! 


(Continued on page 20.) 
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Childish Questions 


Tne GrapuaL Approacn or THE Limit OF 
ENDURANCE 

The Child—? PP erepepePpPPe 

The Mother—That’s a very natural 
question, Willie. Mamma will try to 
make you understand. You see it’s this 
way, dears (Answers question with 
great care.) 

The Child—But, Mamma ? ? ? ? ? P 

The Mother—No, Willie, that isn’t 
the way-of it at all. Didn’t you pay 
any attention to what mamma just 
said? Now, listen. (Gets a grip on 
herself and goes through the stunt 
again. ) 

The Child—Yes, mamma, I under- 
stand, but rrPrPrrrandrrrrrr 
mamma ? 

The Mother—Yes, that’s it, Willie. 
Yes! Yes! Yes! 

The Child 

The Mother—Oh, I suppose so. 

The Child-——? ? ? ? ? ?, mamma? 

The Mother—I guess so, Willie. 

The Child—Oh, I think vou’re awful 


mean, mamma, not to answer my ques- 


tions. Mamma, did you hear what I 
said? Mamma! 

The Mother—Willie, if you don’t 
stop talking that way to me, T’ll 
give you a hard spanking right here 


THE YOUNG MOTHER 


ois 


in the street. Do you understand me? 
The Child Yes, DPDALDDDENNL, but ? P P ? 
The Mother—O heavens! Can't you 
‘ason ANYTHING out for yourself, 
Willic? No, of course, it isn’t any such 


r 


thing. 

The Child—Well, then, mamma, ? ? ? 

The Mother—Oh, I don’t know. No, 
no! 

The Child—-? ? ? ? ? 

The Mother—I don’t know. 

The Child—? ? ? ?? 

The Mother—I just told vou I didn’t 
know. 

The Child i 

The Mother—I...... DON’T 
KNOW-W-W-W! 


The Child——-Don’t you know any- 


> PP 


thing, mamma? 


(Quick Curtain.) 
nfo 


The hovering dove of peace will no 
doubt settle sometime, but the only 
thing for the poor bird to settle on will 
be indemnities, 

“He calls his verses ‘ Snatches of 
Song.’ ” 

“ He’s right; he stole most of them.” 


1] 











In the Year 1950 

See the vast assemblage of women, 
There must be fully five thousand of 
them. 

Yes, there are casily five thousand. 

It is an annual convention, and 
women have come from all parts of the 
United States to attend it. 

Do they seem to be having a pretty 
lively time? They do. The y are hold- 
ing the annual clection, and it is a mat- 
ter of vast moment whether Mrs. Henry 
Gunfodder of Pittsburg, Pa., or Mrs. 
/. Clarence Swatt of Bridgeport, Conn., 
is chosen president. 

sy the way, what is the name of the 
organization of which these five thou- 
sand wotnen are membe rs? Is ita bods 
of carnest workers in a great and un- 
selfish cause ? 

No, not precisely. Not so that you 
could notice it. 

It is the Daughters of the American 
Munition Makers of 1915. It is con- 
sidered a great, a very great, honor to 


belong to it. 


To be engaged gives a voung man a, 
feeling of great importance, but when 
the wedding comes he finds that he is 


only the bridegroom after all. 
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Painted by Robert Henri 
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Dr Goossy: As ye would have men do 
unto you, do ye even so to them. 

Miss Giretey (in confusion): Oh, but 
what would people say, Mr. de Goosby ? 
First Deposrror: We've got the Presi- 
dent in jail, all right; but there’s no 
show of our recovering any of the 
funds, I suppose. 

Oh, cheer up! 
foreign mission 


Seconp Deposrror: 
We've attached the 
fund, you know. 


Proup Fatrurer: That is a sunset my 
daughter painted. She studied painting 
abroad, you know. 

Frenp: Ah! that explains it. I never 
saw a sunset like that in this country. 


Train Rosser: Do you mean to tell me 
that a man with a watch and chain like 
that travels around with only three dol- 
twenty-three cents in his 
Come on, get out the rest. 


lars and 
pocket? 
been 


Passencer: That’s right! I’ve 


in every jack pot since we left Chicago. 


ODALISQUE 


-A- 


Evrror: Do you know how to run a 
newspaper ? 

Applicant: No, sir. 
Eprror: Well, I'll try you. I guess 
you've had experience. 


Luck is the ability to think of a joke 
in time to laugh at it, when the boss is 
telling you his. 
Tue Groom (at the first stopping 
place): It’s no use, Clara, we can’t hide 
it from people that we are bride and 
groom. 

Tue Brive: What makes you think so, 
George, dear? 

THe Groom (dejectedly): Why, here 
the waiter has brought us rice pudding. 


It is believed that even the old woman 
who lived in a shoe insisted on having it 
several sizes too small. 

Some people know a good thing when 
they see it, and others think it ought to 
take notice of them. 


From the standpoint of intrinsic 
worth we should think the quail would 
be more appropriate than the eagle 


upon a golden coin, 


A great deal of worldly success is due 
to knowing just when and how much to 
lie. 


Junior: So you didn’t propose to her, 
after all? 

Weep: No. And I’m not going to. 
When I got to her house I found her 
chasing a mouse with a broom, 


To erect a monument to a man dur- 
ing his lifetime would at least increase 
by one the number of possible anony- 
mous subscribers. 


r . ee 24 
[he man who commits suicide for 


love, perpetrates a slur on all the 


women in the world, except one. 


Babies should never put a gift horse 
in the mouth. 
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The Engagement Ring. 


Part oF A PERPETUAL MONOLOGUE BY ANY 
* Happiest GIRL IN THE WORLD” 


“Yes; it is a pretty ring, isn’t it? 
I think it’s just a dear. You know, 
Frank said I could have had a much 
larger one if I had wanted it, but the 
jeweler told him that this one was 
really better. The jeweler is a friend 
of Frank’s and, of course, he wouldn’t 
have advised him wrong. You see, this 
is a perfectly white stone, and perfectly 
cut. Just look how it sparkles. 


. “ Of course, every girl thinks her own 
engagement ring has the finest kind of 
a stone, but just the same—not speak- 
ing of it because it is my own or any- 
thing like that—I don’t think I ever 
saw a diamond of the same size that had 
as .much fire as this one. The jeweler 
said it was an exceptionally fine dia- 
mond. It is what they call a blue-white 
stone, and they have, of course, much 
more lustre than the yellowish ones. 


“Some of those large ones I think 
are awfully common, don’t you? I 
could have had one of those, but I didn’t 
care for it. A girl friend of mine— 
you know her, Lillie Peebles—she has a 
stone of almost two carats in her en- 
gagement ring, but when I placed my 
ring side by side with hers the other 
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ANTIQUES AT AUCTION 


day, really I was amazed at the differ- 
ence between them. Why, I wouldn’t 
trade my ring for hers—no, not for 
anything! It was perfectly remarkable 
how dull her big stone looked in com- 
parison with mine. You wouldn’t be- 
lieve it, unless you saw them side by 
side. 

“Of course, I couldn’t say anything 
to her about it, because I wouldn’t hurt 
Lillie’s feelings for anything, but ac- 
tually I was sorry for her. There! Do 
you see how that stone sparkles? And 
how white it is? It seems as if you 
could look down, down deep into it, just 
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as you might into a wonderfully clear 
well, It isn’t so much the size that 
counts, as the quality and the cut, you 
know.” 


The Last Fly of Summer 


Tis the last fly of summer. 
Left buzzing alone: 
All his nasty companions 
Are swatted and gone. 
No bugs of his kindred, 
No larva is nigh 
To echo his buzzing, 
Or give sigh for sigh. 





I'll not leave thee, thou lone one, 
Upon the shade’s hem; 

Since thy brothers are sleeping, 
Go sleep thou with them. 

Thus kindly I swat thee, 
My hand on thy head; 

Like thy mates of the summer, 
Thou’rt buzzless and dead. 





De Goossy: I’m utterly ruined—lI've 
lost every cent of my money. What 
shall I do? 

Reacy: Never mind, old chap—brace 
up and be a man. 

De Goossy: What! And brush some 
other fellow’s boots and _ clothes? 


Nevah! 
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THOSE KIMONO PARTIES AT MRS. CANARY’S 


Written and Illustrated (from Clay Models) by Helena Smith-Dayton 
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She knew they had been discussing her by their air of sweetness and cordiality 


“Ah!” observed Mrs. Canary, the 
landlady, at the dinner table. “ Mr. 
Binney isn’t with us again this even- 
ing!” 

That sort of pitying glance usually 
bestowed upon invalids, ragged news- 
boys who, can’t-go-home-till-they-have- 
sold-all-their-papers and upon neg- 
lected wives was now directed toward 
“ poor, little Mrs. Binney,” who tried 
to appear casual, 

“Tf you're left all alone again to- 
night,” said old Mrs. Cribbage, “ you 
just come right in and sit with me and 
Samuel!” 


Mrs. Binney’s indignation, that any- 
one would dare to think that she was 
the sort of woman who would be neg- 
lected, especially by the devoted, plod 
ding Andy Binney, made her proudly 
isolate herself that evening in her own 
room, away from their pitying, curi- 
ous eyes. Later, her rage at the board- 
ers grew into resentment toward Andy 
for placing her in such a humiliating 
position, 


True, Andy was entertaining one of 
The Firm’s customers, but was he not 
eating good restaurant food, smoking 
big black cigars, swapping Ford stories 
and afterwards going to the theater? 
It would be a Girl show, too! One al- 
ways takes out-of-town customers to 
Girl shows. If Andy was going to 
make a practice of that sort of 
thing 





Mrs. Binney had developed neg- 
lected-wife symptoms when Andrew 


Binney returned home, and it was al- 
most one o'clock by Mrs. Cribbage’s 
clock. 


There’s one luxury in which one can- 
not indulge in a boarding house. That 
luxury is tears. Mrs. Binney paid the 
price at the breakfast table. 

“You look as if you had been cry- 
ing, Dearie!” observed Mrs. Cribbage. 

““ [—I—I guess I caught cold in my 
head,” stammered Mrs. Binney. It 
was significant that not a single soul 
at the table offered advice of how to 
cure it. 


That day, of all others, of course, 
Andy’s firm sent him on a trip, to be 
gone several days. After ‘phoning 
Mrs. Binney, breaking the news to her, 
Binney sent a boy for his grip. 

Mrs. Binney intended to announce 
Andy’s absence with airy nonchalance, 
but when she stood in the doorway of 
Mrs. Cribbage’s large front room, and 
surveyed the assembled kimono party, 
the words stuck in her throat. She 
knew that they had been discussing 
her by their air of sweetness and cor- 
diality. She, too, had attended kimono 
parties in Mrs. Cribbage’s room when 
some one else had been absent. 


“Do come in,” urged Mrs. Cribbage. 
“IF Mr. Binney is going to be home 
to-night we might play cards.” 

“Mr. Binney had to go out of town 
for his firm,” and Mrs. Binney’s lip 
quivered. 


“Oh!” explained Mrs. Cribbage. 
16 


“Now you mustn’t shut yourself up in 
your room and mope, Dearie.” 

Mrs. Binney fled to her own room. 

“Well,” exclaimed everybody when 
they heard the door slam, “ it is even 

° ” 
worse than we suspected! 

“oe , 

Any woman’s a goose to let a man 
do all the gadding,” commented Gertie 
Golightly. 

“Thank goodness I haven’t got any- 
one to neglect me,” chimed in Miss 
Quince. 

“ Poor little woman,” said May Wiz- 
zley. “‘I never saw anyone so broken 


” 


up. 

“Funny how he fooled us for so 
long,” marvelled Mrs. Cribbage. “I 
used to think he was quite a nice man. 
He’s always so quiet. But it is those 
quiet ones, as I tell Samuel, who you 
want to watch out for. Why, I knew 
a case once 





“It will end in a smash-up, they all 
do,” prophesied Miss Quince. “If 
they give up their room I may take it 
myself, now I got my raise.” 

“She'll probably go home to her 

folks,” planned Mrs. Cribbage. 
“No,” argued Gertie Golightly, 
she’s told me she wished she could be 
independent and do something. I sup- 
pose she has seen this coming.” 


“é 


“ Untrained women can’t walk right 
into good positions,” sniffed Miss 
Quince. “I had to work up to be head 
buyer in my department.” 

“It’s awful to get to Mrs. Binney’s 
age—she ain’t as young as she once 





=> ow ee oh 





was—and have to face the world 
alone,” sighed Mrs. Cribbage. “I'd 
like to give Andrew Binney some plain 
talk. I wonder if it would do any good 
for my Samuel to talk to him?” 
“No,” discouraged May Wizzley, 
if she’s got to face trouble she may 
as well face it now as later. Once a 
man gets acting that way, even if he 
improves for a time, he breaks out 
again.” ’ 


In speaking of the trouble between 
the Binneys to Mrs. Canary that para- 
gon of landladies refused to discuss the 
matter, further than to observe: “ Huh! 
Neglected, is she? Well, all I have to 
say is, I don’t see how that dear, pa- 
tient man has stood for her nagging 
this long. A perfect gentleman, Mr. 
Binney, if ever there was one. So 
quiet, so little trouble.” 

The boarders were seated on the 
front steps when Binney returned from 
his trip, but Mrs. Binney was up in 
her own room. How she regretted that 
the others were not present at the re- 





Qo 


union! Such a present, too, as Binney 
had brought her! Well, she could show 
them that, anyway. 

“Haven't had a bite since noon,” 
said Binney. “Let’s go out and have 
some real food, Girlie!” 


Out and down the front steps swept 
the Binneys and Mrs. Binney stooped 
low to show her new wrist watch to 
Gertie Golightly. Andrew Binney 
took his wife by the arm, saying, 
“Come, Honey! You can show your 
watch when we get back.” 

“All right, Dearie,” chirped Mrs. 
Binney, tucking her hand in his. 

“Honey! Dearie!’ mocked Mrs. 
Canary’s boarders in chorus, as the 
Binneys walked out of hearing. 


“That wrist watch jewelry is a 
mighty suspicious sign to me,” observed 
old Mrs. Cribbage. “I know women 
with diamonds all over their fingers, 
and every one represents Mrs. 
Cribbage left to the imagination what 
indiscretions the diamond‘ gifts repre- 
sented, and added: “If Samuel Crib- 








* Faith! 








THE BRIGHT SIDE OF IT 


* An’ me Cousin Delia’s lost her place. The misthress discharged her for loightin’ the fire wit’ kerosene” 


She was lucky to lose nothin’ but her place” 
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_ friend. 


bage bought ME a diamond, right out 
of the blue sky, I’d hire detectives five 
minutes later!” 

“Now Mattie, Mattie!” cautioned 
her husband. 

Late in the evening, when the Bin- 
neys quietly entered the dark hall, 
Andy struck a match. 

“Oh!” exclaimed the Binneys. 

Miss Gertie Golightly had been dis- 
covered saying “Good night” to a 
“ Er—er—good _ evening,” 
greeted Gertie. 

“Good night!” said the Binneys. 

At the top of the stairs the Binneys 
hesitated. After all, they, too, were 
boarders. In the quiet stillness of the 
night they heard Gertie Golightly 
peevishly declare: 

“You don’t have as much privacy in 
a boarding house as a goldfish!” 


In his wife’s eyes a man is a gam- 
bler when he loses. In his associates’ 
eyes he is a gambler when he wins. 
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Rah, Rah, Rah, United States! 


The young man in the sport shirt and 
the colored hat-band approached with- 
out shyness the Secretary of War. 


“Mr. Secretary,” said he, “I am a 
student at Boomrah University. I wish 
to acquaint you with the fact that at 
Boomrah University we are thoroughly 
alive to the college man’s duty in the 
great work of preparing for war. Some 
college men may be indifferent to it, 
but we of Boomrah are not. We ap- 
preciate what is expected of us. We 


“What is your plan?” asked the 
Secretary. “ You are organizing a col- 
lege battalion, I presume.” 

The spokesman of Boomrah Univer- 
sity sniffed disdainfully. 


“ Battalion nothing,” he cried. ‘ We 
are organizing a cheering section. Lis- 
ten. ‘What is the most important fea- 
ture of a football game? The players? 
No.’ It is the cheering section of the 
grandstand, where all the enthusiasm 
comes from. It is the cheering section 
which puts heart into the players and 
makes men of ’em and keeps ’em keyed 
up to their work. 


“ Well, what’d work in football would 
work in war, too. All the War Depart- 
ment has got to do is to furnish a port- 
able grandstand and the wagons to 
carry it, and we of Boomrah University 
will supply the noise. Wherever there 
is a battle, there we'll put up the cheer- 
ing section, and if you'll give us a band, 
we'll have some special songs written, 
good parodies, y’ understand, to sort of 
liven up the action. There’s lots of 
cheers in battles, or so I’ve heard, but 
they’re kind of go-as-you-please cheers ; 
everybody for himself. Now, when I’m 
cheer-leader of the United States Army 
—that is, if you see fit to appoint me— 
I'll organize the cheering and person- 
ally lead it. I'll furnish the men and 
drill ’em, and every man of ’em will 
have a little American flag on a bamboo 
cane. ‘ 


“Tt makes me sick to have people 
say that college men don’t take any in- 
terest in the national defense. Why, 
just look at us at Boomrah Univer- 


sity!” 
—A— 


Oh! wad some power 
The giftie gie us 

To see some folks before 
They see us. 


“Dad, can people be intemperate 
and still not drink?” 

“ Why, certainly, son; look at the W. 
C. T. U.” 


-Hidden Factors of Service 


Records kept like this are practi- 
cally useless for the management 
of a business. Efficiency is im- 
possible and funds for improve- 


ment cannot be obtained. 
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ment of the business. 


Y  f/ GERAD Zh 87Ze 


VW FFF 4- 
(4 





i [ah ae 
The result of such records is 


telephone line like this, which 
gives good service, 
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a well-informed, intelligent business management. 


AMERICAN TELEPHONE AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY 
AND ASSOCIATED COMPANIES 


Universal Service 





301 Lafryette Street 


INULIN. 





When writing to advertisers, please mention Puck 


18 


2 | 


COLLEGE REPRESENTATIVES 
WANTED 


Puck desires a bright, up-to-the-minute representative in every 
college and preparatory school in the country. His duties will be clean- 
cut and pleasant, and his possible profits will go well toward adding 
to the funds of the young man who is working his way through school. 
Write today for exclusive representation in your institution. 


PUCK Publishing Corporation 


WW 


PMMTOUATONNUALTA UN 





HAUAAAUAUANOUUU AUN TAUNUNEUUAUTUUANUUUUTa Leer 


New York City 


4 


AUMUUM 


El 0000 





an 


ain + = oS oS = a ae ee 


Cas 
play 
Cas: 
Casi 
thei; 
to g 


prea 
wher 


hyah 


‘de sg] 














On the Firing Line 


It takes nerve to be a war corre- 
spondent. No one ever gazed at a 
group photograph of these determined 
writers, khaki-clad, putteed and with 
the inevitable binoculars slung negli- 
gently around their necks, without ex- 
periencing the thrill one feels when he 
looks into the eye of a fighter. 

Amid the din and smoke of battle 
and the crash of artillery, Arnold Ben- 
nett drops a line to the Saturday Even- 
ing Post that 


“France lay before us in a shimmer- 
ing vast semicircle. In the distance a 
low range of hills, irregularly wooded ; 
then a river; then woods and spinneys; 
then vineyards—boundless vineyards 
which.climbed in varying slepes out of 
the valley almost to our feet. Far to 
the left was a town with lofty factory 
chimneys, smokeless. Peasant women 
were stooping in the vineyards; the 
whole of the earth seemed to be culti- 
vated and to be yielding bounteously. 
It was a magnificent summer after- 
noon. The sun was high, and a few 
huge purple shadows moved with august 
deliberation across the brilliant greens. 
An impression of peace, majesty, 
grandeur, and of the mild, splendid 
richness of the soil of France.” 


Not to be outclassed by any ex- 
change of verbal shrapnel, Arthur Ruhl 
informs Collier’s that 


“You cannot send a photograph of 
it home any more than you can photo- 
graph the view from the hotel window 
here on Pera Hill: the view of Stam- 
boul and the Golden Horn. The cam- 
era gives you the silhouette, but you 
could not see the sunshine blazing on 
white mosques and minarets, the white 
mosques blazing against terra-cotta 
roofs and dusty green cedars and 
cypresses, the cypresses lifting dark 
and pensive shafts against the blue— 
all that splendid, exquisite radiance 
which bursts through one’s window 
shutters every morning and makes it 
seem enough to look and a waste of 
time to try to think.” 


Anyway, we know now what those 
binoculars are for. 


aoe 


Casey: Thot was a mean trick the boss 
played on the bhoys. 

Cassipy: Phot was thot? 

Casey: Whin they struck he raised 
their pay before they even had toime 
to go out and buy a drink. 





“Take keer, mah frens,” said the 
preacher solemnly; “‘take keer dat 
when de time comes to shuffle off dis 
hyah mo’tal coil, you doan git los’ in 
‘de shuffle.” 
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West Forty-Second Street 
Evenings at 8:1 


HARRI Matinees Wed. & Sat. at 2:15 


Edgar Selwyn’s 
Melodramatic Comedy 


ROLLING STONES 








NEW AMSTERDAM S:cc.°° 


Evenings 8:10. Mats. Wed. & Sat. 2:10 


ZIEGFELD 
FOLLIES 


After the performance see Ziegfeld’s Midnight Frolic 





CANDLER tress wed.e sat. 216 


COHAN & HARRIS PRESENT 


The House of Glass 


A NEW PLAY BY MAX MARCIN 





-- COHAN’S Theatre, B’way, 43d St. 


Eves 8.15 Mats. Wed. & Sat. 2.15 
A. H. WOODS PRESENTS 


JULIAN ELTINGE 
» “COUSIN LUCY” ®t" 





GALTET Y © bert sas ted. & Sot. 2.2 


COHAN & HARRIS PRESENT 


YOUNG AMERICA 


A New Play by FRED BALLARD 





TELTINGE THEATRE ucclot.dateStess 
SEE MY LAWYER 


By Max Marcin 


Ub 5. Ser Cee ae Cee 
REPUBLIC “22ers 
A. H. Woods presents 


COMMON CLAY iz:.. 


With JOHN MASON and JANE COWL 








ASTOR Wrentnres:10. Move Wed. @ Sat. 215 
ome COHAN’S fas" 
“Hit-The-Trail-Holliday re 


With FRED NIBLO' and a cast of popular players 











The Seven Arts 
(Continued from page 10.) 


There are Jules Sandeau and 
de Musset, also Dr. Pagello 
—the Venetian lover, who 


| Her 
Lovers 


are Michel de Bourges, Félician Mal- 
léfille, Pierre Laroux, Chopin, Prosper 
Mérimée—this is not the chronological 
order-——Marceau, and the platonic 
friendship with Gustave Flaubert (they 
were both too old for anything else). 
And there is the sly, old voluptuary 
Sainte-Beuve, and Franz Liszt, who 
was her lover notwithstanding polite 
denials on both sides; and the painter 
Delacroix, Dumas the Elder (the pasha 
of many tales), Calmatta the mezzo- 
tinter, and Liszt pupil Hermann. 
(“ Puzzi” was his nickname; he was 
converted years afterwards and became 
a discaleed Carmelite friar.) Is this 
list complete? Who shall dare say? 
That Sand killed de Musset, as was 
asserted during the once famous con- 
troversy with his brother Paul, we 
doubt; absinthe helped him to his 
grave, and his historical illness in Ven- 
ice turns out to have been an ordinary 
case of delirium tremens. Chopin was 
a consumptive, and here I admit the 
case looks ominous; yet he survived the 
separation several years. That she 
threw him overboard, as she threw 
overboard de Musset, there is no doubt. 
After a week she parted from Mérimée, 
and Stendhal—who was never her 
dupe; she loathed him—made merry 
over the affair in his accustomed subtle, 
brutal style. The sanest friendship 
she ever had was Flaubert’s; their cor- 
respondence proves it; and her influ- 
ence on the old, grumbling giant of 
Croisset was beneficent. (Some time 
ago in a magazine I read an article by 
a college professor of literature, brist- 
ling with dates aud denseness, in which 
poor Flaubert was made to play sec- 
ond fiddle to Sand as a writer! Pray, 
who reads Sand nowadays, and pray, 
what is Flaubert’s position in French 
literature now?) George Sand died in 





No Melancholy Days Can Gm 
Come to Those Who Drink 


and Nourishing 


Stout 


They are REAL Joy Makers 
Bottles and Splits. All Dealers. 
C. H. EVANS & SONS, Hudson, N. Y. 





1876 (born 1804). Her daughter So- 
lange—divorced from Clesinger, the 
sculptor of Chopin’s tomb in Paris— 
died at Nohant in 1899; Maurice Sand, 
her adored son, died in 1888. Solange 
and the nephew of Alfieri, the Italian 
poet, formed a “ literary ” partnership. 
At her Salon in Paris there came Gam- 
betta, Jules Ferry, Floquet, Taine, 
Hervé, Henri Fouquier, and Weiss, the 
critic—who describes Solange as hav- 
ing “the Hebraic nose of her mother 
and hair coal black.’”’ Doubtless, in the 
case of George Sand, we would forgive 
all if we knew all. Charity covers a 
multitude of missteps. But we don’t 
know all. We only know too much. 
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supplanted Alfred, the poet—and there | 








7 GREAT TRIAL 
OFFER ! 


Your Chance to Learn about 
California, its Great Fairs, 
its Lusiness, Housekeeping, 
i} Sports, etc. Send 

} 25c.—Coin or Stamps—3 Mos. 
Regular Rate $1.50 a Year 


Send it Nowto 


| The Out West Magazine 


Los Angeles, California 








a PURE WHISKY 
di 


| CASCADE quality is founded 
on grain quality—distilled 
to preserve and bring out the 
best of that quality—purified ta 
isolate that quality—and aged te 
mellow it into smooth richness. 
Original Bottling 

} Has Old Gold Label 

i GEO. A. DICKEL & CO. 

i) Distillers Washville,Tenn, 1- 
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For Safety’s Sake—Deman 


CARBUNA 


Cleaning Fluid 


Removes Grease Spots Instantly 
All materials without injury to fabric or color,, 
Cleans White Kid Gloves 

Wet a clean cloth with Carbona and 
gently until cleaned. Leaves them soft as new, 

Cleans Silk and Satin Slippers 
Wet a clean cloth with Carbona and rub gently. 
Cleaned and ready to wear in an instant. 

Cleans Carpets and Rugs 
Pour Carbona on the spot and rub gently with a cleam 
cloth. Cannot iniyre texture or‘color. 

Cleans Feathers and Aigrettes 
Pour Carbona into a shallow dish, dip feather until 
clean. Readv to wear in an instant. 

Cleans Furniture Upholstery | 
Wet # clean cloth with Carbona and rub tbe soiled 
spot gently All materials. 

Cleans Babies’ White Kid Shoes 
Wet a clean cloth with Carbona and rub gently 
until cleaned Ready to wear at once 

Cleans Lace Trimmings 
Pour Carbona into a shallow dish ; dip lace untid 
clean, Ready to wear in an instant, 

Cleans Cloth Shoe Tops 
Rub gently with Carbona until cleaned. Ready 
to wear in an instant, 

Cleans Silk and Velvet Ribbons 
Wet a clean cloth with Carbona; rub geatly 





_ Ready to wear in an instant. 


Cleans Automobile Apparel 
Oil spots, grease and dirt removed from 
automobile garments and upholstery. 


15c, 25c, 50¢ & $1 Bottles Ali Druggiste 
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Youse 


I'll never be no guy uv fame, 
Oh, little rag uv mine; 

I won't be high guy in de game— 
Dat ain’t along me line; 

But if ye’re willin’ fer to try, 
An’ if you won’t refuse, 

I'll .hustle like a busy guy 
Fer Youse! Youse! Youse! 


I'll never have no wad uv cush, 
But w’ile I’m livin’, rag, 

Dere won’t be no one in de push 
Dat’s loved like youse is, Mag. 

I ain’t no mug fer flossy talk— 
Dat’s w’ere I often lose, 

But, Maggie, round de woild I’d walk 
Fer Youse! Youse! Youse! 


An’ if you'll be me honeybun 
I'll do me best to be 
De sort uv mug youse want me, hon; 
A dam’ good husband, see! 
I'll try to keep all pain away 
An’ smood away de blues, 
I’ll do the best I kin do, say! 
Fer Youse! Youse! Youse! 


I’ve knowed a lot uv Mollies, dear. 
But w’en yer face I seen, 

I says, “I guess it’s pretty clear 
Dat she’s de only Queen.” 

So I fergits de odder bunch, 
Fer I has changed me views, 

An’ all de woild, I’ve got a hunch, 
Is Youse! Youse! Youse! 


I ain’t no angel child, not yet; 
But youse won’t never find 

No guy dat loves like me, you bet, 
Wid all his heart an’ mind. 

An’, after all, I ain’t so worse; 
An’—dis ain’t any news— 

Dere’s nuttin’ in de Universe 
But Youse! Youse! Youse! 


~~ 


Cus: Nothin’ doin’ in the news line 
to-day, boss. 

Epiror: All right; put a pair of trous- 
ers on the office cat, photograph him, 
an’ we'll run a special on the oldest liv- 
ing American Indian. 





“Pa, what is repartee?” 
“Oh, merely an insult with its dress 
suit on, my son.” 





Literature is a long word. Litter is 
shorter and covers most of the ground. 





It is better to have loved and lost 
than never to have married at all. 





Getting into the limelight before we 
have our make-up on is known as no- 
toriety. 























Budweiser 











AMERICAS GREAT 
HOME BEVERAGE 


IRECT into your home it 
comes—a mild,honest brew 
of American Barley-Malt 
and Bohemian Saazer Ho wend 
drop of Budweiser sparkles wi 
true recreative energy and is filled 
with the of both sun and soil. 
Budweiser is a wondrous home 
drink. How delightful the flavor 
and the penetrating odor of hop 
gardens — the fragrance and 
charm of barley fields in harvest 
time. Budweiser sales any 
other beer by millions of bottles. 


Visitors w St.Louis are courteously invited 
to inspect our plant covers 142 acres 





ANHEUSER-BUSCH ° ST. LOUIS, U.S.A. 
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The Parlor aa 
A Brier APPRECIATION BY WILLIE 

The parlor is the biggest room in our 
house. It’s full of uncomfortable chairs 
that you don’t want to sit in, and dinky A 
little chairs that were never made to sit 
in. The parlor is used mostly by com- — 
pany that you don’t know very well or S > 
that you don’t want to stay long. When uUrvVvlvVva 
people that you do know well come to 
see you, my mother always says, “ Oh, 


don’t stay here in the parlor. Let’s go of the 


somewhere else.” 
Parlors is used mostly for weddings 
and funerals. At weddings they take e 
all the chairs out of them, and at 1ttest 
funerals they bring a whole lot more 
chairs into them. Some folks think " 
- ‘re eo = ae Po : hate The brewer who continues to use the light 
ee ee ee eee bottle, which necessitates the warning, 


Company most always comes in, and it’s : 4 
parlor company, so I have to sit up “Keep this beer from light, signs the ulti- 









































straight and be told what a fine big boy mate death warrant of his brew. By his 
ee when —_ own confession he breaks that unwritten 
eople have nice cozy lights in every ‘ 
room in the house but the parlor. law by which arene manufacturer should 
There’s a nice center light in the .din- abide—the protection of his product from 
ing-room and a reading lamp in the factory to consumer. | 
library—Pop calls it that ’cause there’s 
a book-case in it—and some drop-lights . . ( 
with nice green shades on them upstairs Schlitz 1) 


in the bedrooms, but in the parlor—gee, 


there ain’t nothing but a chandelier Brown Bottles t 
a 
1 





away up close to the ceiling. When- 


ever there’s a light in the parlor, it’s a is the Purest 


* sign that somebody’s there that the 


folks all wish would go home. Then I g 
they could get out of the parlor quick. Beer Brewed tl 
























Some people call the parlor the best = 
room, byt T don't think it is. I think —it is all healthfulness—from the brewery 
it’s the worst room. to your glass—light cannot harm it. It “ 
costs no more than beer in light bottles. : 
At It Already! Mm - . 
No sooner was it announced that ' 
e See that crown is 2 


President Wilson was at work on his 
program of national defense than the 
voice of the Southern log-roller was 
heard abroad in the land. . 

“What, no money to dredge Hog 


branded “Schlitz” m 


Order a case today. i - 
Wallow to accommodate ocean ship- 


ping? Then nary a cent do I vote for The Beer That Made Milwaukee Famous. s 


submarines!” ~* PR ee a - 
We would respectfully suggest that 
the Government Printing Office publish 
an edition of Lord Bryce’s report on 
Belgium for exclusive distribution in of its 
districts represented in Congress by a a pop ularity 


those sturdy statesmen whose patriot- PR I NTS from PUC K : a 4 if lov 
e i Inside j= 
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ism is represented by a first-class post- af 
office in a tenth rate town. An interesting and handsome ; “4 the —t but 
Mr. Wilson will achieve his greatest catalogue of the most notable ; bottle fel 
triumph if he removes the hoops from prints that have appeared in a Z sen 
the pork barrel. America’s Cleverest Weekly, $l 
sent to any address on receipt S U N N Y Ep 
Because of pressure on our space of 10 cents in stamps. BR ol 
the drawing of Heath Robinson was Ory Ye B iw @) @) K : " 
crowded out of this issue. Mr. Robin- C The PURE FOOD W . = a 
son’s series will be resumed next week. ! 301 Lafayette Street, New York City : hiskey ‘ 
: When writing to advertisers, please mention Puck lea: 
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A New Line of Talk 

“Is this seat engaged?” he asked of 
the prettiest girl in the car, and finding 
that it wasn’t, he put his sample-box in 
the rack and braced himself for solid 
enjoyment. 

“Pleasant day,” said the girl, com- 
ing for him before he could get his 
tongue unkinked. “ Most bewildering 
day, isn’t it?” 

“Y-yes, Miss,” stammered the drum- 
mer. He was in the habit of playing 
pitcher in this kind of a match, and the 
position as catcher didn’t fit him as 
tight as his pantaloons. 

“Nice weather for traveling,” con- 
tinued the girl; “ much nicer than when 
it is cold. Are you perfectly com- 
fortable? ” 

“Oh, yes, thanks,” murmured the 
drummer. 


“Glad of it,’ resumed the girl, 


cheerfully. “‘ You don’t look so. Let 
me put my shawl under your head, 
won't you? Hadn’t you better sit next 
to the window and let me describe the 
landscape to you?” 

“No, please,” he murmured, “I am 
doing well enough.” 

“May I buy you some peanuts, or a 
book? Let me do something to make 
the trip happy. Suppose I slip an arm 
around your waist. Just lean forward 
a trifle, please, so that I can.” 

“ You’ll—you’ll have to excuse me,” 
gasped the wretched drummer, “ I don’t 
think you really mean it.” 

“You look so tired,” she pleaded, 
“wouldn't vou like to rest your head 
on my shoulder? No one will notice. 
Just lay your head right down and I'll 
tell you stories.” 

“No, thanks. I won’t to-day. I am 
very comfortable,” and the poor drum- 
mer looked around, helplessly. 

“Your searf-pin is coming out. Let 
me fix it! There,’ and she arranged 
it deftly. “ At the next station I'll get 
you a cup of tea, and when we arrive 
at our destination you'll let me call on 
you?” And she smiled beseechingly 
right into his pallid countenance. 

“T think I'll go and smoke,” said 
the drummer, as he hauled down his 
gripsack and made a bolt for the door. 





If a man says you are a good fel- 
low, buy him a drink; if he says he is 
a good fellow, let him buy you a drink; 
but if he insists that you are both good 
fellows, you had better call a cab and 
send him home. 





Evirn: The man I marry must be bold 
and fearless. 


Ernex: Yes, dear, he must. 





An ounce of prevention is worth at 
least a pound and a half of Christian 
Science. 


Are Shown Here in a 
Superb Display 


The styles that will pre- 
vail this season are here 
in a large and diversified 
collectionof beautiful Fur 
Coats and Furs. 

The present prices are, 
we believe, fully one-third 
less than what they will 
be within a very short 
time, as Furs are sure to 
advance in price. 


Our early buying and 
price concession granted 
us, permit us to offer you 
Fur Coats and Furs at 
prices that mean sub- 

2, stantial savings. 
Mail and Telephone Orders for these articles will 

be promptly and carefully filled. 


BROOKLYN 
NEW YORK 























Keep Puck fresh and clean in handsome Buckram Binders. 
ee the sufficient to hold complete volume sent anywhere 
prepaid on receipt of $1.25. 

Puck Publishing Corporation, 301 Lafayette Street, New York 
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An Opportunity to Get This Fascinating 
Picture Absolutely Free 








“Take It From Me” 


5 


E have reproduced this laughing, happy, appealing face, on heavy 
proof paper 11x14 inches, in full color. It carries no printed 
matter except the title, and is all ready for framing. _ It is rich 
in color, being printed on slow presses and on a very high 
finish paper. 


IIMA 


# Puck 
To every reader of Puck who sends in this coupon (dU RLINHING 


with a dollar bill, we will mail one of these prints 201 Latnyette Street 


F ew Y 

Absolutely Free. If you plan to go away this sum- i wedesstietensddt 
7 ce to — : —- lar (Canadian $1.14, 
mer, this is an unusual opportunity to have Puck Varsten 04-05) tor abet, 
visit you regularly for the three summer months vend me Pur, for three 
i ie = months, including the ort 
and at the same time obtain without charge print, * TAKE IT From Mr.” 

a beautiful print that you will be glad to 
have in permanent form. Use the  & 


Coupon Without Delay. flm-—— siialenitlliaaaaiilain 


Address 


IIUNNIUVULUUUUOESOUT. AL. 40 00 
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CM a City and State 
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If we could spell the foundation of 
most successful careers it would 


read—MODERATION. 


It is because we make a wonder- 
fully mild and mellow whiskey for 
the moderate man that we have 
been successful in business for 
nearly one hundred years. WIL- 
SON—REAL WILSON—THAT'S 
ALL! 


The Whiskey for which we Invented 
The Non-Refillable Bottle. 





FREE CLUB RECIPES — Free booklet of famous club recipes for 
mixed drinks. Address WILSON, 305 Fifth Ave., N. Y. That's All! 
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